CHAPTER IX
IT seemed to Archibald that the only thing left for
him to do was to crawl back home and confess his
failure to execute the first really important commis-
sion the Chief of the Secret Police had given him.
After the confidence exhibited by his master, this
apparent famine of camels in Singapore was very
puzzling. Could it be that Mr M'Whizzle, who he
had never known before to be mistaken, was mistaken
now? Or was it that people generally, grown jealous
of the high position which he, Archibald, was attain-
ing in the Government sendee, had entered into a tacit
conspiracy to prevent his obtaining a camel? There
were such things as boycotts and, now he came to
think of it, all those from whom he had tried to buy
a camel had worn a suspiciously smiling appearance
as though they were participators in some secret joke.
They had also said to a man that there were no camels
in Singapore, whereas Ryan had admitted that the
Botanical Gardens held a specimen.
The whole business was sufficiently mysterious,
enough to make any half-caste, let alone one from the
wilds of Borneo, scent treachery, Archibald squared
his shoulders and turned up a side lane. He had come
to the determination that he would not confess to
failure without a final struggle, and that as a pre-
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